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couldn't sell silver dollars for a nickel apiece. You stick to
your job, young fellow."
So- I stuck to the job; but I didn't like it.
It was in that state of mind that I went to look for the
little tombstone. I told the manager it would have to be
something inexpensive. He was quite obliging, treated me as
considerately as he might if I had come to spend a thousand
dollars. We agreed upon a small block of granite at what I
thought was a merciful price. Then he asked me what I
wanted engraved on the stone. I wrote Joyce's name and the
dates.
"Would you like a brief epitaph?" he asked.
"Is it necessary?" I wondered.
"It is customary," he replied.
I told him I had nothing in mind, and he suggested that
I go out into the production room where many monuments
were in process. Perhaps I might see something suitable. It
was a good idea.
He opened the door and considerately left me to explore
on my own. Several stone-cutters glanced up and nodded as
I paused to watch their work, I wasn't very much impressed
by the various texts they were carving. None of them sounded
much like anything Joyce would have been likely to quote.
Presently I came to the half-open door of a large studio
where a man was at work on an amazingly beautiful piece of
statuary. High above me on the catwalk of the scaffolding,
and intent upon his occupation, the man did not notice me
standing there until I had time to survey his creation de-
liberately. This fellow was not a mere stone-cutter; he was
a sculptor, and an uncommonly good one, I surmised.
The piece he was working on seemed to be nearing com-